lately/* she said. "I am just reading your Theory of
Organic Chemistry. It is a wonderful book."
"You are reading that? Here? Still only reading
chemistry ? "
« Oh—no. It is far more than just chemistry. In that
boot—i don't know how to express it—there is every-
thing. Just everything."
** Do you think so ? Then I am glad. Yes, perhaps
it is true that one's experiences force their way out
even in such scientific material as that. I worked on that
book during my bkckest period, when I could do nothing
else but think and dictate. It was the straw which saved
me from drowning. I am glad that you have found some-
thing to interest you in it. Moreover, I owe you a certain
amount of thanks for making me write it."
"Me?"
** Yes, you. Your * Vitalin.* I was quite done-for once.
An empty sack, nothing else. And then in sheer despera-
tion I took your medicine. And suddenly life came back
to the body again- I could feel myself again, I found
courage, I tried to work. At first it was no good. And
then, quite slowly, it began. It is strange, very strange, to
think that the soul will react to a pill 1 I would deny it,
though I have proved it myself."
" Yes, we will deny it, Herr Professor. A dead soul
will not react to any * Testinucleose * or any * Vitalin.*
And a living soul will win through without pills. Can you
see the sails ? The wind is changing. Will you come
Ailing with me and Tintin this afternoon ? Alessandro
is taking us with him. He is Tintin's special friend."
" Rather 1 It is very kind of you to take an interest in
me. I have become a hermit. It is a piece of luck that
I met you here. You must take hold of me by the leading-
rein and guide me among people again. How long are
you staying here ? "
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